T}n.eir meaning.
To Prevost-Paradol.
April 18, 1849.
I have just read your letter; that is how I like you. Always write to me like that, abandoning yourself to your ideas or your feelings ; is it not the best mark of friendship to write everything, without an effort at softening or disguising, without fear of offending or saddening ?
I pity you, my poor friend, I could cure you and you will not let me ! I shall continue to wish it, but I am afraid it will soon be too late. Politics will carry you away, you will enrol under a flag, and when you are living a life of action, how can you return to a life of Thought ? The return path will be closed, perhaps it is so already ! Is it not this ardour for politics and for action which prevents you from studying and seeking for light ? Is he not already blind who denies the need for light 1
What a misfortune, and how sorry I am ! ! What a waste ! The more I read your letters over, the more saddened I feel. I see in them the most ardent soul, the most generous, most devoted heart, the gifts of Wit, Logic, Style, etc., everything that makes a most amiable, most capable, most estimable man. What is the good of it all ? it merely makes you unhappy. See, my friend, how unhappy you already are, see how your ardour for action, your sensuous desires and your unreflecting eagerness wandering here and there without finding a resting-place,
58 your present surroundings I; you would be thought enthusiastic and romantic. Write to me, and tell me about
